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Spirits (all in chorus)
The vulture her carrion swallows,

Returns to his vomit the dog,
In the slough of uncleanliness wallows

The he-goat, and revels the hog.
Men are wise with their schools and their teachers,

Men are just with their creeds and their priests;
Yet, in spite of their pedants and preachers,

They backslide in footprints of beasts !

Hugo

From the smoky altar there seems to come
A stifled murmur, a droning hum.

Orion

With that we have nothing at all to do,
Or at least not now, neither I nor you;
Though some day or other, possibly,
We may see it closer, both you and I;
Let us visit the nearest altar first,
Whence the yellow fires flicker and burst,
Like the flames from molten ore that spring;
We may stand m the pale of the outer ring,
But forbear to trespass within the inner,
Lest the sins of the past should find out the sinner,

[They approach the first altar, and stand mthin the
outer circle which surrounds it, and near the inner.

Spirits (sing)
Beneath us it flashes,

The ghttering gold,
Though it turneth to ashes

And dross in the hold;
Yet man will endeavour,

By fraud or by strife,
To grasp it and never

To yield it with life.